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noofs of the thousands of frantic steeds, enveloped in dust and smoke, com->osing the vast and impetuous squadrons. But the squares stood as firm as he pyramids at whose base they fought. Not one was broken; riot one watered. The daring Mamelukes, in the phrensy of their rage and disappoint-
BATTLE  OF   THE  PYRAMIDS.
ment, threw away their lives with the utmost recklessness. They wheeled their horses round, and reined them back upon the ranks, that they might kick their way into those terrible fortresses of living men. Rendered furious by their inability to break the ranks, they hurled their pistols and carbines at the heads of the French. The wounded crawled along the ground, and with their cimeters cut at the legs of their indomitable foes. They displayed superhuman bravery, the only virtue which the Mamelukes possessed.
But an incessant and merciless fire from Napoleon's well-trained battalions continually thinned their ranks, and at last the Mamelukes, in the wild-ment, guided his army to the right, toward the pyramids, that his squares might be out of the range of the guns, and that he might attack the enemy in flank. The moment Mourad Bey perceived this evolution, he divined its object, and, with great military sagacity, resolved instantly to charge.
